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Editor’s Note

Dear to the heart of every selfrespecting accountant is a pride in
meticulous workmanship, the careful
attention to detail, and the knowledge
that others may meander through life in
a haphazard and disorganized man
ner, albeit very charmingly in some
cases, but that the accountant ex
emplifies self-discipline. Precise, pre
dictable performance is our stock in
trade.
Some glory in their birth, some in
their skill,
Some in their wealth, some in their
body's force,
Some in their garments, though
new-fangled ill;
Some in their hawks and hounds,
some in their horse:
So run the opening lines of William
Shakespeare’s Sonnet XCI. If seven
teenth century accountants, and
accounting standards, had proliferated
to their current multitude, the poet
might have observed further that some
glory in their precision.
Precision is very comforting. Stars in
their ordered array, the turn of the tide
predictable to the minute of each day
(yet neither the same as yesterday, nor
like tomorrow) can soothe a mind
twisted in chaos, or a heart flayed by
tragedy. Spica is brilliantly lighting the
evening sky again this summer, and
we can anticipate sighting Perseid
meteors flashing through the nights
around August twelfth, just like last
year, whether we turn the handle, wind
the clock, or send in our check to renew
our subscription to the spectacle.
Schedules firmed by the force of
gravity keep the seas from spilling over
to drown us, and the stars from falling
into the bandstand of a concert in the
park on a summer night. Regular
meals and ordered living patterns keep
our children and our pets from dis
integrating at their emotional centers,
and they can speed convalescence for
adults wounded in body or spirit. True,
young people in the throes of broken
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romances no longer seek the convent
or monastery as their only available
solace but the cloister temperament is
far from obsolete. Litanies of restraint
can still attract.
Precision, pattern, order — these
are the very essence of security. Grill
work intricately traced over windows,
and elegantly carved massive doors
keep intruders out of Spanish houses
in the most attractive way. They also
prevent the inhabitants from flinging
open the windows and doors of their
homes to the light of day. Home is a
beautiful confinement, but a confine
ment nonetheless.
Conventional wisdom has it that
accountants are timid at heart, fluttery
souls who feel bolstered by the certain
ty that two plus two is four, every time.
When debits equal the credits a certain
serenity pervades the mind. All may
not be right with the entire world, but all
is right at the desk of the accountant
when the balance sheet balances.
Maybe. And maybe not. There is a
mounting awareness within the profes
sion that too much precision and regu
lation inhibit seasoned judgment, and
that too many accounting standards
spoil the concepts of good sense.
Standards overload, as the buzz
phrase has it, threatens the usefulness
of financial statements to the specific
user. Preoccupation with FASB No. 13,
Accounting for Leases, or APB Opin
ion No. 11, Accounting for Income
Taxes and the myriad interpretations
and amendments that surround each
of them, may be as vainglorious as
ownership of all of Shakespeare’s
hawks, hounds and horses.
Summertime is the season for relax
ing, for release from deadlines, for
dreaming a bit of the way it might be if
we were not so committed to pro
fessional prescription. Lance Morrow,
in an essay on daydreams in Time
(June 28, ’82) observes that “vacation
loosens the knot of one’s vocational
identity.” Alternatives seem perfectly

plausible. There need be no more tax
season burnouts, year-end closing of
the books, or another week of grading
exam papers, assuming a few accus
tomed luxuries are traded off, here and
there. If leaving the seacoast, or moun
tain lodge, or the sound of palms fronds
clicking in an island breeze is too
wrenching a prospect — why leave?
Get a job as a waitress or waiter. Within
a year one could work up to assistant
manager, probably, and then in an
other year or so own a share of the local
restaurant. (But there we go again with
our commitment to a confinement.) As
Mr. Morrow notes: “Usually the im
pulse passes. The car gets packed and
pointed back toward the old reality.”
We have no real dispute with order
and schedules, and in fact are repelled
by the “go-with-the-flow” mentality
which seems to be flaunting the ver
nacular as a euphemism for yielding to
the course of least resistance. It is a
paradox of society, though, that the
course of least resistance will tacitly
permit an overgrowth of rule and regi
men, rather than struggling through the
thicket for a fresh look and analysis of
the facts, followed by a decision suited
to the situation. . . . Such contempla
tion leans riskily toward the ancient
controversy as to the costs and bene
fits of self-determination, but it does
seem that the discipline of accounting
conditions its practitioners to abdicate
too many freedoms.
It really would be imprudent, though,
and probably boring, to chuck it all for a
lifetime at some Happy Hacienda. But
the turning tide will not delay one min
ute beyond its gravity-bound schedule,
nor the stars fall out of the sky, if one
spends an occasional spontaneous
day drifting around town with a friend,
or reading that good book instead of
washing the car, or saying “yes” to an
unexpected dinner invitation that im
pinges on previously planned duties.
All the glory in a precise and predict
able life can blind the eyes, if one is not
wary, to some of the glow along the
way.
Explore the meandering path for a
few hours, or a few days. Summer is
the time for it.

